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TO  JAMES  TREMEER,  Former  Principal  of 
Smithville  High  School: 

I   inscribe   to  you      these  simple      verses, 

not  because  they  have  any  merit  as  literature 

worthy  of  your  approval,  but  because  I  know 

you  will  receive  generously  any  honest  effort 

in   the   writing  of  verse  by  one   of   your   old 

students  in  whom  you  took  a  kindly  interest, 

and  one  who  has  an  ever  warm  affection  for 

you. 

FRANK  E.  PAGE. 
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Boyhood  Days 


When  I  sit  and  ponder  of  boyhood  hours, 

Of  childhood's  sunshine  and  gentle  showers, 

Of  playmates   happy  and  lives  that  were  free 

To  follow  the  robin,  the  chipmonk  and  bee. 

When  I  think  of  the  days  that  were  one  merry  song, 

With  never  a  care  through  all  the  day  long, 

In   quest  of  the  bird  nest,  in  fishing  the  brook, 

When  of  innocent  pleasures  we  fondly  partook. 

The  thought  comes  to  mind,  oh  what  a  real  joy 

To  be  once  again  a  barefoot  boy. 

With  face  painted  red  with  the  sweet  wildberries. 

And  mind  filled  with  visions  of  apples  and  cherries. 

We  tramped  through  the  meadows  with  heart  light  and  free 

In  search  of  a  hickory  for  my  chum  and  me. 

A  climb  through  its  branches,   the   nuts  to   obtain. 

Then  off  in  search  of  new  conquests  again; 

No  care  and  no  sorrow,  our  hearts  were  as  free 

As  the  gay  feathered  songsters  in  yon  shady  tree. 

With  memories  like  these  I  cannot  refrain 

From   longing  for  days  of  true  childhood  again. 

The   blue  sky   was  our  covering,   the  sunshine  our  heat, 

The  green  sward  rose  softly  to  meet  our  bare  feet, 

The  birds  in  the  branches,  the  bees  blossom  wise, 

The  frogs  in  the  pool,  and  the  blue  in  the  skies, 

A  world  full  of  music,  la  heart  full  of  joy. 

Earth's  happiest  tenant,  the  barefoot  boy. 

These    days    swiftly   pass,    and    life's    problems,    none 

May  hope  to  escape  them,  not  one  mother's  son. 

And  so  in  the  city  and  out  on  the  plain, 

Our  chums  may  be  sighing  for  childhood  again. 


Spring 


To  thee  a  welcome,  Spring, 
And  to  the  birds  who  sing, 
Sweet  melodies  from  raptured  throats, 
Which  fill  the  air  with  warbling  notes. 
The    robin    first,    with    breast   of   gold, 
Who  from  our  land  when  air  grew  cold, 
To  warmer  clime  had   taken  wing, 
Has  now  returned,  first  sign  of  spring. 
The  blue  bird's  song  seems,  ever 
Our  hearts  from  chill  to  sever. 
And  thro'  the  day  one  song  we  sing. 
With  merry  voice,  the  joy  of  spring. 

The  laughing  voice  of  waters  free. 

Runs  thro'  the  brook  and  hill  with  glee, 

From  hill  to  glen  the  ripples  run, 

As  playful  as  a  lad  at  fun. 

And  by  its  noisy  banks  are  seen. 

Sweet  flowers  spread  o'er  carpe-ca  green. 

Spring  beauty,  with  her  pure  white  hood, 

The  cold  of  winter  has  withstood. 

A  sweet  May-flower  with  fragrance  rare, 

Appeals   to   any   feet   that   dare 

To  tread  upon  the  sward  of  green. 

And  kill  the  bloom  that  is  unseen. 

With  air  so  sweet  and  sky  so  blue, 
To  mankind.  Nature  is  always  true. 
Could  we  but  breathe  the  joy  it  brings. 
When  chilly  winter  meets  the  spring, 
Our  hearts  to  Him  would  thankful  be. 
For   He    our   sorrows   all   can   see, 
And  as  life's  winter  passes  by, 
A  brighter  sunshine  fills  our  sky. 
So  let  our  hearts  in  thankful  praise. 
And  songs  of  adoration  raise, 
To  Him  who  made  the  flowers  rare. 
And  keeps  the  song-birds  in  His  care. 


The  Old  Boat 


In  1865,  in  historic  old  Quebec, 

Where   the   flag   of   France   once  floated   on   the  breeize, 
Where   Montcalm   and   Wolfe   contested,   with   a  valor  that  reflects 

Their  allegiance  to  their  homelands  o'er  the  seas. 
Where  Seigneurs  found  their  way  and  Britons  won  the  day, 

Where  the  Indian  met  Paleface  long  ago, 
Where  the  great  St.  Lawrence  bore  on  its  bosom,  so  men  say, 

Pioneers   of   France   and   Britain   to   and   fro, 
It  was  here  in   65   old  Quebec  got  a  surprise, 

When  the  Union   Bank  of  Canada  was  born; 
She  was  launched,  a  boat,  brand  new,  by  men  both  brave  and  true, 

And  was  built  from  stem  to  stern  to  stand  the  storm. 

With  a  loyal  crew  she  sailed,  to  the  land  of  promise  fair. 

Where  the  buffalo  stampeded  o'er  the  plains, 
And  the  virgin  prairie  rose  and  ended  none  knew  where. 

And  dollars  were  as  scarce  as  window  panes. 
A  question  then  arose   (I  heard  from  one  who  knows) 

What  induced  the  Union  Bank  to  go  in  there? 
It   was  nation-building   time,  and  the  Union  fell  in   line, 

To  help  the  golden  west  to  break  the  sod; 
So   they  sailed   their   vessel   westward,    to   be   there   in   plenty  time 

To  move  the  golden   grain   crop  with  their  wad. 
To  buy  the  Rancher  cattle.     He  was  only  asked  to  sign 

A  note,  until  he'd  earned  it  from  the  sod. 

The  Rancher  met  the  Banker,  and  they  pulled  together  strong, 

And   they've  made  the  Prairie  Provinces  to  pay, 
In  grain,  and  ore,  and  timber,  and  they  say  "There's  nothing  wrong 

With  the  Bank  that  pioneered  and  came  to  stay." 
Now  the  boat  has  sailed  away  to  the  land  of  Midnight  Sun. 

She  is  cruising  with   the  Oriental  breeze. 
She  has  reached  Japan  and  China  and  has  fired  her  premier  gun, 

For  banking  in  the   far-off  Eastern  seas. 
She  has  a  pilot  that  is  able,  and  his  cards  are  on  the  table, 

So  each  man  take  his  hand  and  play  it  fair: 
With  a  staff  true  and  loyal,  they  surely  shall  be  able 

To  build  a  Bank  that's  honored  everywhere. 


Different  Viewpoints 

Folks  all  say  my  hair  is  red. 
"It's  only  auburn,"  my  girl  said, 
And  when  its  brushed  for  her  to  see 
She  just  can't  take  her  eyes  off  me. 

My   girl   sees  me   through   a   glass, 
Magnifying  to  the  lass. 
Brightest   rainbows   through   it   shine 
When  her  eyes  look  into  mine. 

There's  a  lot  of  folks  who  see 
Nothing  good  in  you  and  me. 
But  there's  two  who  are  always  true. 
My  best  girl,  and  your  girl  too. 

Now  my  hair  is  white  they  say. 
My  girl  says  "It's  only  grey." 
But  we're  one,   so  why  should   we 
Care,  what  others  think  of  me. 
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Wee  Ellen 


Soft  wee  fingers,  pink  wee  toes, 
Each  in  place  in  four  small  rows, 
Little  hands  move  to  and  fro, 
That  her  wishes  we  may  know; 
Placed  above  the  little  head, 
Means  the  sandman  calls  "to  bed.'' 
Spread  in  fan-shape  over  face. 
Means   they   hide   a   smiling   place. 
When  they're  raised   in  soft  appeal 
And   two   arms   around  you   steal; 
Then  they  speak  with  meaning  clear: 
As  you   hold  your  sweet  wee   dear. 

Little    mouth    lips    rosy   red, 

Smile   when   kindly  words  are   said. 

Laughing  eyes  of  deepest  blue. 

Sparkle   like   the   sun-kissed   dew, 

Dimpled  cheek  so  soft  and  clear. 

Tell  of  Angel-kisses  near; 

Tiny  feet  that  kick  about. 

Tell  when  ten  small   toes  are  out. 

In  a  language  all  her  own. 

She  makes    wants   and    wishes   known. 

Serious  glance   each  seems  to  say, 

I'll  be  big  like  you  some  day. 

Tender  little  flowers  are  they. 
May  their  little   feet  ne'er  stray. 
Where   the   thorns   and   briars   grow, 
Where  earth's  sorrows  they  may  know. 
Life  before  them:    may  it  bring, 
Paths  of  sunshine,  like  the  spring 
Strewn   with   flowers,   bright  and  gay, 
Where  their  little  feet  may  play. 
May  our  fondest  hopes  and  dreams 
For  the  paths  that  are  unseen 
All  come  true,  and  may  we  see. 
Tiny  tots,  God's  best  in  thee. 
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The  Pioneer 


As  I  dream  by  the  fireside,  a  picture  I  see, 
Of   life's   crowded   gallery,   the   dearest   to   me- 


An  old  fashioned  home,  with  fire-side  a-glow. 

And  an  old-fashioned  couple  with   hair  white  as  snow. 

It's  the  old  pioneers,  God  bless  them  to-day. 

They  have  taught  us  to  work,  to  love,  and  to  pray. 

Like  the  stalwert  old  oak,  they  are  strong,  brave,  a-nd  true, 

For  they  built  up  the  homeland  neath  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

They  have  braved  the  old  forest,  a  conquest  they've  won, 
They  have  finished  their  labor  where  we've  just  begun, 
May  the  torch  which  they  hand  us  be  kept  burning  bright. 
For  their  nation's  glory,  and  our  true  birthright. 

May  the  God  of  our  fathers  be  our  God  to-day, 
And  their  noble  example  guide  us  on  our  way, 
May  our  nation  be  builded  on  their  noble  plan, 
A  nation  of  service  for  our  fellowman. 
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The  Doctor 

A  tribute  to  the  life  and  work 
of  the  Late  Dr.  S.  R.  Dalrymple 


He  came  from  the  halls  of  learning, 

With  the  skill  of  a  practiced  hand. 
And  the  hope  of  a  great  soul  yearning, 

To  serve  in  his  native  land. 
Humanity's  needs  were  calling, 

With   a   mingled   hope    and   fear, 
Youth   and   age   by   the   way   were   falling, 

He  w^ould  bring  them  succour  and  cheer. 

Into  a  great  life  battle, 

Into   the   constant   fight, 
To  homes  where  innocent  prattle. 

Breaks  the  stillness  of  death-fought  night. 
Out  where  the  silent  reaper 

Would  pluck  from  the  early  dawn. 
The  spark  from  the  troubled  sleeper. 

And  the  curtain  of  life  be  drawn. 
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THE  DOCTOR— Continued 

Here  was  his  chosen  calling, 

Here  was  his  labor  of  love, 
Here  where  many  were  falling, 

His  work  would  be  blessed  from  above. 
With  a  heart  and  a  hand  consecrated. 

He  labored   with  a  mastering  soul. 
From  his  call  a  brighter  life  dated. 

For  the  heart  free  from  pain's  heavy  toll. 

Fresh    hope    was    his   light   as    he    entered    the    fight, 

He  fought  with  a   courage  and  skill. 
He  never  lost  sight  in  the  darkest  night. 

Of  an  errand  of  mercy  to  fill. 
Beloved  son  of  earth,   Heaven's  mercy  he  shed, 

In  the  homes  of  deep   sorrow  and  pain. 
He  loved  little  children,  and  honored  the  head 

Turned  to  silver,  with  service  its  gain. 


He  has  crossed  o'er  the  great  silent  river, 

A  soul  like  the  white  falling  snow, 
The  Great  Physician  has  called  him. 

From  his  service  of  love  here  below. 
Over  there  with  The  Master  he  liveth. 

And  the  old  story's  truth  he  will  know, 
That  for  loving  service  He  giveth, 

A  robe  that  is  whiter  than  snow. 
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His  Free  Gift 


Oh  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  who  first  lov'ed  me, 

I'll  praise  Thee  forever  for  Thy  gift  so  free. 

When  sorrow's  my  portion,  Thou  lovest  me  more 

And    surroundest    with    compassion    a    heart    that   is    sore. 

Thou  lovest  the  sinner,  who  ne'er  speaks  Thy  Name 
With  reverence  and  love,  Thy  sweet  Grace  to  proclaim, 
And  still  Thou  dost  offer  Thy  pardon  so  free. 
To  deepest  offenders  who  come  unto  Thee. 

Oh  fill  me  dear  Saviour  with  Thy  love  so  free. 
That  in  Thy  blest  service  Thou  mayest  use  me, 
To  gather  Thy  sheep,  that  have  wandered  astray, 
And  bind  up  the  wounded  that  fall  by  the  way. 

No  prize  do  I  seek,  no  reward,  do  I  crave. 
But   to   bring   someone   nearer   Thy   Cross,   where  to   save 
His  footsteps  from  falling.  Thou  canst  in  Thy  love 
Grant  sweet  peace  and  pardon,  through  grace  from  above. 

And  when  Thy  voice  calleth  "Oh  come  unto  Me," 

How  happy  forever   my  portion  shall  be, 

If  I  may  see  faces  that  down  here  below 

With  some  deed  of  kindness,   I've  helped.   Thee  to  know. 
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How  He  Came 


The  prophets  had  promised  the  Jews  a  great  King, 
Of  whose  might  and  power  all  Israel  would  sing. 
Whose  coming  in  splendor,  from  Heaven  so  bright, 
Would  turn  into  glory  dark  Israel's  night. 
A  King  who  would  recognize  Israel's  worth, 
As  the  Chosen  of  God,  and  the  salt  of  the  earth, 
Who  would  rule  by  the  Law,  and  with  splendor  divine 
Exalt  their  great  people  above  all  mankind. 

With   timbrel  and   trumphet,   triumphant  acclaim, 
They  would  welcome  the  Master  to  earthly  domain.  , 
The  mighty  Messiah,  of  God's  chosen  few, 
Would  set  up  his  Kingdom  on  earth  for  the  Jew. 
With  chariots  and  horses,  with  marching  and  singing. 
With  shouts  of  the  multitude,  palm  branches  swinging, 
Jerusalem  City  surpassing  old  splendor. 
Will  welcome  Messiah,  great  Israel's  Defender. 

He  came  when  the  shadows  of  night  closed  the  day. 
With  no  room  at  the  Inn,  he  was  laid  in  the  hay, 
Of  Bethlehem's  manger,  birth  place  of  God's  choice, 
Where  he  speaks  to  the  humble,  who  hear  His  small  Voice. 
The  Jew  with  his  dream  of  a  great  mighty  King, 
When  He  came,  failed  to  hear  Heaven's  choristers  sing. 
The   meek  Nazarine,   Divine  Son   from  Glory, 
Came  unto  His  own,  who  believed  not  His  story. 
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HOW  HE  CAME— Continued 

He  knocked  at  their  hearts,  which  were  hardened  and  cold. 

To  the  mob  for  a  pittance,  our  Saviour  was  sold. 

He  was  nailed  to  the  cross,  gave  His  life  on  the  tree, 

A  ransom  for  sinners,  to  set  mankind  free. 

The  blest  Saviour  Pilot,  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  bore  all  the  bruises,  and  suffered  the  pain, 

Who  crossed  the  dark  shadow,   our  ransom  to  pay. 

Is  risen,   He  liveth,  and  calls  us  to-day. 

Oh  point  not  the  finger  of  scorn  at  the  Jew, 
Unless  thine  own  heart  to  the  Saviour  is  true. 
We  have  bowed  at  the  altar  of  wealth  and  of  fame, 
And  neglected  the  needy  who  called  in  His  name, 
For  our  love  and  protection,  the  right  to  a  place. 
In  God's  blessed  sunshine,  and  rich  saving  grace. 
Each  time  we  meet  sorrow  and  need  by  the  way, 
And  fail  in  our  duty,  our  Christ  we  betray. 

The  Babe  of  the  manger  still  liveth  to-day, 
There  are  still  Judas  hearts,  His  trust  to  betray, 
Both  the  Jew  and  the  Gentile  have  need  of  His  love. 
His  grace  and  His  pardon,  and  light  from  above. 
Like  the  wise  men  of  old,  who  laid  gifts  at  His  feet, 
May  we  bring  broken  hearts,  to  the  blessed  retreat. 
Not  with  timbrel  and  trumpet.  Our  King  to  proclaim. 
But  with  humble  contrition,  and  trust  in  His  name. 
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My  Canadian  Girl 


A  Song; 

My  Canadian  girl  is  the  fairest  to  me 

Of  all  the  sweet  flowers  that  grow. 
Her  face  is  as  fair  as  the  lily  to  see 

And  her  soul  pure  as  white  driven  snow. 
Her  eyes  are  deep  blue  and  the  love  light  shines  through 

And  her  smile  lights  a  face  all  aglow. 
She's  a  sunbeam,  a  rose  and  a  violet  too. 

She  is  Heaven's  best  gift  here  below. 

Chorus — 

There  are  girls  in  old  France,  who  put  youth  in  a  trance. 

The  Italian  dark  beauty's  a  dream. 

The  American  girl  is  a  beautiful  pearl 

But  give  me  my  Canadian  Queen. 

She  is  tall,  slim  and  graceful,  and  moves  like  a  fairy, 

Her   hair  is  an   auburn,  a   glorious   crown. 
Her  lips  are  as  red  as  a  fresh  ripened  cherry. 

Her  dimpled  sweet  face  ne'er  is  seen  with  a  frown. 
Her  neck  is  as  white  as  Canadian  snow 

And  her  lithe  form  as  graceful  to  see 
As  the  deer  of  the  forest,  when  soft  breezes  blow 

And   the   hunter's   horn   sounds   loud   and   free. 

She  belongs  to  the  Northland,  where  bright  sunny  skies 

Kiss  a  beautiful  valley  and   plain. 
The   true  charm  of   nature  lies   deep   in  her  eyes 

And   her   smiles   sweetest   sunshine    contain. 
She   is  Heaven's  best  gift  to  Canadian  homes. 

And  though  distant  lands  I  may  see 
There   is   no   maiden   fairer   from   cottage   to   throne 

Than  the  girl  of  my  homeland  to  me. 
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The  Homeland 

A  Song 

I  am  far  from,  my  country,  the  land  of  my  birth, 

But  in  memory's  vision  I  see, 
The  smiling  green  fields  and  the  rivers  that  gleam. 

On  their  long  winding  way  to  the  sea. 
The  great  mountain  heights  which  are  snow  crowned  with  white, 

And  the  sweet  peaceful  valleys  below. 
This  vision  of  beauty  now  bursts  on  my  sight, 

And  kindles  my  heart  to  a  glow. 

Chorus — 

My   own   peaceful   homeland   where'er   I   may   roam. 
Is  calling  me  back  to  its   shore. 

Though    I've    journeyed   afar   o'er   land   and   o'er   foam, 
May  I  see  my  loved  birthplace  once  more. 

There  are  flowers  that  grow  in  my  homeland  I  know. 

With   fragrance   and    beauty   more   rare, 
Than  the  bloom  and  sweet  perfume  of  many  strange  climes, 

Which  a  wandering  traveller  may  share. 
The  sun  sinks  to  rest  in  the  bright  golden  west. 

And  a  western  breeze  kisses  my  brow, 
So  I  know  that  my  homeland  with  sunshine  is  blest, 

And  I  hear  the  wind  calling  me  now. 

Dear  land  of  our  fathers,  I  love  thee  far  more 

Than  great  riches,  power  or  fame. 
My  own  native  land,  how  I  long  for  the  day. 

When  thy  shores  I  shall  see  once  again. 
Tho'  the  charm  of  far  countries  may  call  us  away, 

And  our  homage  and  loyalty  claim, 
The  land  of  our  birthplace  will  call  us  some  day 

And  turn  our  steps  homeward  again. 
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The  Valley  of  Youth 

A  Song 

There's  a  home  in  a  valley,  where  bright  flowers  bloom, 

And  the  bird-songs  are  sweeter  to  me. 
Than  all  the  gay  songsters  of  climes  just  as  fair, 

'Tis  the  home  of  my  boyhood  so  free, 
Where  pure  apple  blossoms  perfumed  purer  air. 

All  its  beauty  in  memory  I  see, 
And  though  I  may  wander  in  many  sweet  bowers, 

There  is  only  one  valley  for  me. 

Chorus — • 

It's  the  valley  of  youth,   it's  the  valley  of  truth. 

The  memory  dwells  in  my  heart. 

And  in  fancy  I  live  the  fond  hours  again. 

May  their  sweet  incense  never  depart. 

As  memory  turns  backward  I  see  once  again, 

The  bare-footed  chums  of  my  youth, 
The  smiling  green  fields,  the  old  miller's  dam. 

The  church  where  we  heard  from  God's  truth. 
I  see  my  sweet  mother  with  silvery  hair, 

And  a  face  pure  and  tender  to  see, 
So  of  all  the  fair  valley  I've  seen  anywhere. 

There  is  only  one  valley  for  me. 

I  hear  the  cows  lowing,  the  birds  sweetly  sing. 

The  busy  bee  hums  round  the  door. 
I  hear  the  old  bell  of  the  village  church  ring. 

In  my  heart  it  shall  ring  evermore. 
New  valleys  I  know  and  new  faces  I  meet. 

New  pleasures  in  life  there  may  be, 
But,  oh  for  a  glimpse  of  my  old  fashioned  home. 

In  the  valley  of  boyhood  to  me. 
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Cities  of  Refuge 

Part  I 

Half    a    league    to    the    city    of    refuge,    has   he    strength   to    outrun 

his  foe? 
Anon  his  glance  is  turned  backward,  his  pursuer's  position  to  know. 
With  parched  throat  and  brain  that  is  reeling  'neatli  the  blaze  of 

an  Eastern  sun. 
Can  he  reach  the  blest  city  of  refuge,  must  he  fail  when  the  goal 

is  near  won? 


Pressed  hard  by  his  foes,  he  continues  with  heart  beating  fast,  yet 
he  knows 

That   trained   for  the  races  his  sinews   are   stronger   than   those  of 
his  foes. 

On:    and  on:    but  alas,  does  he  falter,  is  he  faint,  will  his  courage 

now  fail. 
Has  fear  now  become  his  master,  shall  the  cruel  law  of  vengeance 

prevail? 


But  see — the   new  pace   has  revived  him,   he  speeds  on,   new  hope 
in  his  face. 

The  gate  of  the  city  is  open,  see  him  now  set  a  marvelous  pace. 

He  has  won,  close  the  gate,  here  in  safety  he  rests  and  gives  thanks 
for  the  place 

That  a  Judean  city  of  refuge  provides  for  relief  to  his  race. 
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CITIES  OF  REFUGE— Continued 

Part  2 

He  toiled  on  a  southern  plantation  in  the  fields  of  cotton  and  corn. 
His   old   mammy's   love   and   devotion  given   each   curley  head   that 

was  born. 
A  kind  hearted  master  had  made  him  forget  he  was  born  as  a  slave, 
But  alas  for  the  little  log-cabin,  the  master  had  filled  a  fresh  grave. 


Into  the  slave-traders  market,  from  loved  ones  rudely  torn, 
He  was  sold  to  a  hard-hearted  master;  how  he  wished  he  had  never 
been  born. 

The  cruel   lash  called  to  his  mem.ory  stories  of  others'  flight 

Into  the  far  off  northland;  of  this  freedom  he  dreamed  each  night. 


Eighty  leagues  to  a  city  of  refuge,  has  the  slave  strength  to  outrun 

his  foe 
"With   the   fear   of   the   blood-hounds   upon   him   and  the   sting   of  a 

master's  cruel   blow. 

Each  night  he  bravely  pushed  forward,  the  brilliant  north  star  his 
guide, 

With  a  hope  in  his  breast  of  freedom  and  the  God  of  his  race  by 
his  side. 


He  has  won,  in  the  land  of  freedom  a  slave  he  will  never  more  be, 
He  is  now  in  the  land  of  the  maple  where  all  her  people  are  free. 
Canada's  gate  is  as  wide  as  her  border,  a  slave  she  never  would  buy, 
She  is  a  modern  city  of  refuge  awake  to  the  colored  slave  cry. 
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CITIES  OF  REFUGE— Continued 

Part  3 

A  poor  old  darkey  preacher  is  startled  by  the  cry 
Of  a  lynching  mob   who   claim   the  right  to  say  his  boy  must  die. 
Their  lust  for  blood  not  satisfied,  they  make  a  new  demand, 
Send  us  his  second  boy  they  cry  to  a  friendly  northern  land. 


No  proof  of  his  guilt  shall  we  furnish,  he  belongs  to  us  body  and  soul, 

But  H n  will  take  care  of  his  body,  and  God  will  take  care  of 

his  soul. 

He  is  now  in  a  city  of  refuge  where  mercy  has  its  way, 

And  under  British   justice  he  will  receive  fair  play. 


A  nation  was  torn  asunder  its  colored   race  to  free, 
But  the  world  begins  to  wonder  if  their  freedom  makes  them  free. 
The    land    that    freed    its    colored    race    from    many    masters    cruel, 
Will  find  no  place,  free  from  disgrace,  where  lynching  is  the  rule. 


The  problem  of  the  Sunny   South  is  old  and  hard  and  deep. 

But  until  these  men  get  liberty  the  nation  shall  not  sleep. 

The  time  is  not  far  distant  when  Uncle  Sam  will  show. 

Each  Southern  State  they've  reached  the  date  when  lynch  law  has 
to  go. 
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SAYINGS 


Truth   is  ever  old,   but  is  sometimes   dressed  up   to   look   uew. 

Reputation   is   what  folks  say  you  are,   character  is    what  you 
i-now  you  are. 


If  our  old  clothes  got  as  much  care  as  our  new  ones  do,  they 
would  look  more  like  them. 

If  you  want  to  spoil  a  boy,  tell  him  you  have  no  confidence 
in  him. 


Did  you  ever  meet  a  fellow  from  your  home  town  whom  you 
were  not  pleased  to  see?     If  you  did  then  there  is  something  wrong. 


If  we  have  to  leave  home  to  appreciate  it,  why  not  take  a  trip 
right  away. 

:{;  ^  i{:  :{;  :); 

If  you  don't  like  your  home  town  or  city,  either  say  nothing 
or  get  out. 


Wealth  should  be  a  means  not  an  end. 


Refinement    is    more    often    an    inherited    gentility      than      an 
acquired  polish. 

24 


A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss,  but  fish  where  they  bite  the 
best. 


If  every   one  achieved   success  they   would  all   be  at   the   top; 
then  who  would  run  things  at  the  bottom? 


Plain  people  have  the  compensation  of  being  good  hearted  and 
sensible. 

A  rotten  apple  will  spoil  a  barrel  of  good  ones.     It  is  so  with 
the  members  of  society. 


A  real   handshake  is  free  from   paralysis. 


A    man's    word    should    be   as    good    as    his    bond,    but   modem 
business  says  "Give  us  the  bond  first." 


The  best  looking  fi'uit  is  often  rotten  at  the  core. 

***** 
A  stingy  man  does  not  realize  his  stinginess. 

The  higher  you  fly  the  farther  you  have  to  drop. 

T*  'I'  T>  'i*  •<■ 

The  only  safe  wheel  of  fortune  is  hard  work. 

•p  T'  "i^  "I"  "^ 

Love  is  like  a  sunbeam,  it  creeps  in  everywhere. 
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Wild   oats   require   little    cultivation   for   a   bumper   crop. 


Peace  is  a  condition  rather  than  a  resolution. 


A  woman's  reason  is  "because." 
A  man's  "the  salary  he  draws." 


The  boy  who  plays  amateur  baseball  Is  building  character. 


***** 

It  took  seven  yards  of  cloth  to  make  grandmother  a  dress,  and 
It  takes  a  yard  and  a  quarter  now;  why  the  high  cost  of  living? 


A  dollar  saved  is  a  dollar  earned. 

***** 

Slang  is  the  worst  enemy  of  the  English  language. 

*  ♦  •  *  ♦ 

He  Is  not  always  a  patriot  who  waves  the  flag. 

***** 

A  smile  costs  nothing  but  it  is  worth  a  lot. 

26 


A  true  gentleman  is  always  courteous. 

*  «  *  *  * 
Pride  is  a  twin  brother  to  conceit,  and  a  first  cousin  to  self- 
ishness. 

No  one  over  frowned  his  way  to  happiness. 

«  *  *  «  * 

There  is  no  tax  on  smiles. 


When  the  pace  of  civilization  gets  to  a  certain  speed,  the  human 
will,  like  the  governers  of  an  engine,   compels  it  to  slow  down. 


]<£  :lt  4:  )ie  lit 


Many  of  the  inventions,  arts  and  sciences  which  we  are  from 
time  to  time  discovering,  are  but  a  revival  of  those  enjoyed  by 
ancient  races,  long  since  forgotten. 


***** 


While  the  little  faults  of  those  with  whom  we  spend  most  of  our 
time  irritate  us,  let  us  remember  that  our  little  faults  irritate  them. 


***** 


Two  thousand  years  from  now  we  shall  be  the  race  referred 
to  in  what  is  then  ancient  history. 
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Is  Mars  a  monarchy  or  a  republic,  at  peace  or  at  war?     Have 
they  electric  lights  and  an  income  tax? 


"Will  Europe  have  a  common  language  in  100  years?  The 
growing  tendency  toward  international  conferences  suggests  the 
possibility. 


Pure  gold  never  changes,  it  wears  well,  is  always  bright,  and 
is  the  same  on  the  inside  as  on  the  outside.     Are  you  pure  gold? 


If  you  are  alone  on  the  highway,  and  are  the  only  occupant  of 
the  car  you  are  driving  which  is  your  own  property,  and  you  have 
enough  money  to  pay  your  funeral  expenses,  then,  and  only  then, 
are  you  excusable  for  speeding. 


Profanity  is  the  expression  of  a  small  brain  and  a  barren  soul. 


Someone  has  said  "the  automobile  has  come  to  stay."     So  has 
the  undertaker. 


Loyalty  is  an  intelligent  appreciation  of  the  heritage  which 
comes  from  our  forefathers;  an  honest  endeavor  to  make  our 
country  a  better  place  in  which  to  live,  and  a  true  vision  of  its 
future  possibilities. 
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With  all  the  windows  open, 

The   neighbors  hear  her  sing, 

Oh  what  an  awful  price  to  pay 
For  the  coming  of  Spring. 


Ananias — We  have  a  building  so  high  in  our  city  that  from 
the  top  storey  you  can  see  another  city  fifty  miles  distant. 

Aliarus — We  have  a  building  so  high  in  our  city  that  from 
the  top  storey  on  a  clear  day,  mind  you  I  said  a  clear  day,  you  can 
see  the  knots  in  the  North  Pole. 


"Ping,"  sang  a  bullet  as  it  whizzed  over  the  German  lines. 
"Byng,"  sang  another  as  they  stormed  the  trenches. 


I  wonder  after  all  if  St.  Patrick  drove  ALL  the  snakes  out  of 
Ireland. 


"Hello,  old  stay-at-home,  how  are  you  living?" 
"I'm  not  living,  we're  house  cleaning." 

4:  :te  ^  4:  * 

She — "Yes,  I  am  the  baby  in  our  family." 
He,  aside — "Second  childhood." 


There   is   music    and   there   is   jazz;    they   are   not   even  fourth 
cousins. 
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Some  of  the  rungs  in  the  ladder  of  success  are  honesty,  perse- 
verance, punctuality  and  personality. 


Every  new  day  is  an  unwritten  page,  to  be  filled  with  golden 
deeds,  or  marred  by  blots,  which  cannot  be  erased. 


In  adversity  we  know  who  are  our  real  friends. 


There  is  a  Sycamore  tree  for  every  Zacchaeus. 


The  sun  rises,  the  birds  sing,  the  flowers  bloom  for  the  just 
and  the  unjust,  with  this  difference,  that  the  just  man  sees  in  the 
suns  rays  a  warmer,  brighter  glow,  the  bird's  song  has  for  him  a 
clearer  note,  and  the  flowers  send  forth  a  sweeter  fragrance. 


A  mother's  love  is  like  the  gentle  dew  that  falls  from  Heaven 
in  blessing  while  we  slumber;  it  is  like  the  blessed  morning  light 
that  drives  away  the  night  shadows;  it  is  like  the  air  we  breathe, 
ever  round  about  us;  it  is  like  a  peaceful  river  pure  and  deep;  it 
Is  like  the  hightest  mountain  calling  us  to  a  nobler  plane  of  life. 
It  is  all  these,  and  more,  it  is  a  presence  we  feel  but  cannot  describe 
or  understand. 
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